numbers and met again next Saturday. "We're throw-,
ing a party, chaps; would you like to come along?"
they announced when the band finally disappeared after
its last encore, and a procession of little cars and taxis
raced eastwards against the stream of traffic to their
north London house.
^7ith that night I began, so soon as work was over,
a new life, a life of tracking bottle parties all over
London. The aim of those who took part in^ it was
to drink each night at as many different places and as
many different hosts' expense as was possible. The
worst tragedy for them was to hear at the end of an
evening, from some fellow-guest at the fourth succes-
sive flat, that they had missed one possible party on
their round. The invitations led to considerable heart-
burning at the boat-house dances. Some of the girls,
when the first general summons was extended, felt they
should ask their parents whether they might accept.
They met with stern refusals. The next time the word
party was pronounced at a dance they fell into hysterics
because they could not go. My mother, who had
swallowed with placidity my life on the streets, up-
braided me bitterly for frequenting the bottle parties.
She said I couldn't come to any good by going there and
there was no telling what kind of men I might not
meet.
We started often enough at the Dicksons' house,
where we foraged for ourselves in the larder, put on
the gramophone and bundled the furniture into the
corners to continue dancing. Occasionally one of the
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